The Tfagedf 


He winne our ancient right in France ig&ine, 

Or dye a fouldler as I liu’d a King, 

Glo. Short fummers likely haue a forward fpring. 
Enter young Torke fHaftings fiardinall. 


of Richard We Tlnirdo 


SBJ Sfthat you mould beaten* one your fl-.oul 
Iha^ouM m h= i'eafons, 

T mitigate the fcorne he grncs Itfs vocle, 

i" S°°~ d !*f*j he f c ° raes th . c . D , uke oF2^| 

Prin.Richard of Torke how fares onr noble brother : I Socunmng^ 

My felfe and my good coufm 'Bnckingham, 
will to veur mother, to intreat of her 




bo Jtc&c 


V 


?V,Well.my deareLord ffomuft I call you now*. 
Prin.l -brother to our griefe , ask is your§: 

Too late he died that might haue kept this Titl^ ^ 
Which by Ixis death hath loft much maiefly, 

Glo. How faires our coufen noble Lord of Torke. 

Tor. I thanke yon gentle Vncle ; O my Lord „ 

/ You fii^ that idle weeds are Taft in growth; • 

ouk* 1 he Prince my brother hath ouer growne me-farre, 

’Cjlo. Hee hath my Lord,"" 

Tor. And therefore is he idle ? 

do. Oh-my fairecoufem.1 mufi not fay fo. 

Tor. Then he is more beholding to you then I, " 
Glo. He may command me as my foueraigne, 

But you haue power in mcasmakinfman. 

Tor . I pray you vncle giue me this Dagger/ 

Glo. My Dagger little coufen,withalI my heart, 

Prin. A begger brother ? , 

Tor. Ofmy kind- Vncle that T know will giue i 
And being but a toy which is nogift , to giue, - 
Glo* A greater gift thenthat negiuemycoufen. 

T or. ’A greater gift , O thats.thc S\{ford to it. 

Glo. 1 gentle coufen,wereit]ighrenough. 

Tor. O then 1 lee you will part but with light gifts, 

2rt weightier things youle fay a begger nay, ■ 

Glo. It is to vvgig hty for your grace to weare* 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were it hcauier. 

Glo. Whatwould you haue my weapon little Lord* 
Jor. I would that I might thinke you as vou call me* 
Glo. How ? Totfo, Little. 

Prin. My L. ol' Torke wilhftill be croffe intalke : 
p " nclc your grace- knowes how to beare with him. 

_ ?er.Youmeane to beareme, not to beare with me; 

7 ride, my brother mockes both you and me, 

Becami 


err. 






Tor . I foall not fleepe in quiet at the 
a Is. Whv* what fliould you fearc • . 

■ f or. Marry my vncle Clarence angry ' gM a 
My granamtold me, he was murdred there, 

Prin. I feare no vncles dead. 

£?/<>.Nornone that liue,I hope* r 

Pm. And if they liuc,I hope Ineed not feate. 

Burcome my Lord, with a heauy heart 

Thinking on them, goe I vnto the Tower. 

Th £ retent Prin .Tor. Hasl.Dor.ManetBiff.Trec* 

.Thinke youmy L ; this little prating Torke, 

Was not incenced by his fubtile mother, 

•To taunt and fcorne you thus opprobnoufly ? 

Glo. No doubt,no doubt, O tis a perlous boy. 

Bold ,quicke, ingenious, forward ..capable, 

He is all the mothers from the top to the toe, 

Buc Well let them reft: come hither Catesby^ 

Thouart fworn as deeply toeffed what weintend, 

As clofely to conceale what we impart. 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgd vpon the way : 

W bat thinke ft thoujis it not an eafie matter 
To make lVtlham &*H aHing* of out mind 3 
For the inftalment of this nobleDuke, 

In the feate reyall of this famous lie ? 

Cat. He for his fathers fake fo loues the Prince, 

That he will not be wonne to ought againft him. 
£»c.\Vhar thiukeft thou then of Stanley p^m. will he r 

Fa Cettt 
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